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139 N Fuller Avenue 
Los Angeles, October 1985 


Axl never expected to outgrow his trauma. There was a hole in the earth which he found himself walking 
around in the daytime and falling in at night. His loneliness had gone through him like a thread through a needle, 
and his life slipped through it like sand. Axl knew what it was like to be alone at the most instinctive level, and 
that meant a permanent hunger that nibbled away at his insides. He curled into a ball, and his starved stomach 


flattened the world around him. 


"Axl," Izzy said plaintively. "Please eat something. We got noodles, some pie" 


| got an apple." 

"Duff's got an apple. Oh, and | still have some of that candy you like.” 

His eyes were glassy and unresponsive. 

Izzy's gaze lifted from Axl to Duff, and he drew in a deep breath. His dealer had been thrown in the slammer 
and there would be no more smack until another supply could be negotiated. His gear was drying up and with it 
their main source of income. They were scraping away on odd jobs, cheap tricks, and leftovers that Duff 
brought with him from his job at the restaurant. They rarely made much money on shows, and were glad to 
break even when factoring in the ongoing maintenance of their equipment. 

"Hey, remember that lakeside cabin we broke into and how much fun it was to hang out there and get high?" 
Izzy smiled softly. "Oh man, remember the time we got snowed in and couldn't leave the place for three days 
and lived off cans of fuckin’ spam?" 

Axl's eyes flicked to Izzy and then lost focus. 

Izzy stretched out beside Axl. "I know," he whispered. "I know what you're feeling and | know what it's doing to 
you. | know it's burning a hole inside you. That's why you can't eat," he caressed Axl's face. "But you gotta eat 
something, bro. Please. Look, if you could have anything in the whole wide world, what would it be? Anything at 
all?" 

Axl shrugged. It was a small but encouraging gesture. 

"Pizza?" 

No response. 

"Hamburger with chili cheese fries?" 

No response. 

"Pecan pie?" 


No response. 


Izzy sighed. "Ax, please. | know you don't wanna eat anything but you gotta do it for us, for the band. For me. 


Please?" 


Axl's nose twitched. 


"Ribs with the ‘holy fuck’ sauce?" 

No response. 

"Steak?" 

Axl met his gaze. 

"Yes?" Izzy's eyes lit up. "If | get you steak will you eat it?" 
Axl toyed with the frayed carpet. "We can't afford it" 


"Don't you worry about that," Izzy grinned and stood up. "I'll get you the biggest, juiciest filet mignon you have 


ever seen Give me a few hours, okay?" 

Izzy glanced at Duff and went to his room. 

He rummaged through his belongings and piles of debris on the floor and mattress and cursed when he 
couldn't find what he was looking for. Duff crept into the room, his eyes following Izzy as he reeled around like 
a pendulum swinging back and forth in sunlit, glowing shards. Izzy was the most beautiful thing he had ever 
seen Duff wanted to comb his fingers through Izzy's smooth, sable-black locks, and then twist them around 
his fingers and fuck him in a white-hot furious frenzy. But it was no use, Duff's love was beaten down to a 
secret place where it hid in the dark, curled and defeated. 

Izzy charged at Duff and smashed his head against the doorframe. 

"WHERE IS IT?" 

Duff staggered to his knees, hands flying to his skull. "W..what?" 

"THE FUCKING DOPE ASSWIPE! WHAT ELSE?" 


‘| didn't fucking take anything!" Duff growled and pushed Izzy away. "You know | don't use smack. What the fuck 


is your problem?" 
‘Oh, my problem," Izzy hauled the trash can against the wall and Duff winced. 


"GEE, | DUNNO MAN! | CAN'T FUCKIN: FIND IT! That's all I've got, Duff. That's all we've got. It was supposed to 
pay for new strings and food until Slash and Steven get paid next Friday. What the fuck are we gonna do now?" 


"Izzy," Duff said softly, as if talking to a rabid animal. "Chill. | can bring food from the restaurant. I'll see if | 


can pick up some extra shifts and-" 


"Nol" Izzy charged forward again but Duff blocked him and dragged Izzy to the mattress, pinning him down 
under his hard body. 


"Are you gonna calm the fuck down now? Huh?" 
"Get off me," Izzy struggled against Duff, but he was no match for Duff's strength. 
"You don't understand," Izzy groaned and rubbed his face. "Axl's dealing with some really fucked up shit and 


sometimes..sometimes it gets too much to bear. It's like he falls off the face of the earth and there's no 
fucking reaching him. Look, it's none of your goddamned business, Duff. | gotta make some fast dough. Get off 


me. 
Duff sighed and did that. "| wanna help." 


Izzy pulled his boots on and shook hair out of his eyes. "You do that by taking care of Axl until | get back. Dya 
think you can do that without totally fucking up?" 


"What the fuck have | ever done to you?" 

Izzy scowled. "If ignorance is bliss, you must be the happiest fucker alive" 

Duff chewed his lip and looked at the floor. 

'Look," Izzy sighed. "I can't deal with this right now. Axl's my priority. Watch him 

Duff nodded 

Xk% 

Izzy wandered along Havenhurst Drive. The slick concrete reflected the facades of the deadbeats and drug 
addicts. Grey, cracked and trodden upon. The noise was deafening, but all he could hear was Axl's deathly 
silence and shallow, rugged breaths. 

"You packin?" 

But the answer was always the same. "Base, no smack" 

As was the response. "Fuck that shit. | thought you was serious. 


Izzy tried to hawk the coke but it was no go, no deal. 


He resigned to halve his profits by pushing his wares to the kids at the Roxy, and he even tried the Troub and 
the Whiskey, but it was too early in the day or too fucking expensive. Izzy hustled a musician unloading drums 


from a van. He had a heart-shaped face and a strange, foreign accent. He was nice and bought a whole gram 
of blow. But it wasn't enough fo cover their expenses, for that Izzy needed to push another gram, to say 
nothing of getting enough bread to support his own habit. Izzy was getting restless, listless, hopeless. He would 
have loved a shot of something strong and comforting but he had neither the time nor the cash to blow off 
on small indulgences. 

Izzy entered an alley and let the human taint wash away in a familiar pang of emptiness. 

"You packin'?" 

Izzy stared at the yuppie suit with flushed, chubby cheeks 

"Only blow," he fired up a smoke. "Half a gram for a hundred bucks” 

"Nah," the suit shrugged. "I'm after some brown. Got any?" 

Izzy exhaled smoke. "Like | said, only blow. I'll give ya 34 for a hundred bucks” 

"Fallen on bad times, huh? That's a 25% reduction on your profit margin’ 

Izzy rolled his eyes. "Do you want it or not?" 

‘Not 

"Okay then," Izzy snorted. "Have a nice day." 

"How about you blow me and I'l give you a hundred bucks?" 

Izzy's nostrils flared "You got four seconds to get the fuck outta my face. 

The suit pouted. "Come on, don't be like that 

"| said get the fuck out of my face!" 

"Okay, you're a shrewd businessman | respect that," he grinned. "But see, everyone's got a price, and judging 


by your skinny ass, the track marks on your arm and the sorry state of your shoes, you're not doing too 


well. | feel for you, buddy. So here's my counter offer. You suck me off, give me 1⁄2 a gram, and I'll pay you 


500 bucks." 
lzzy veered closer to the man and flashed a blade. 


The suit held his hands up. "Hey, we can negotiate this," he chuckled. "I've seen you around. You play guitar, 
right? You have a beautiful mouth and you can't blame a guy for wanting to see it all over his junk, right? I'l 


make it worth your while." 

"Listen you sack of shit," Izzy snarled. "This conversation is over. NOW BACK OFF!" 

"Okay look, how about you let me suck you off, and I'll pay you 50 bucks." 

Izzy heaved a sigh and turned on his heels. 

"One hundred bucks." 

Izzy snorted. 

"Three hundred bucks." 

Izzy's boots clicked on the asphalt. 

"Five hundred bucks." 

Izzy stopped dead. 

"ll pay you 500 bucks if you let me suck on your joint" 

Izzy exhaled slowly, and then turned to face the man. "Show me the cash." 

The man grinned, reached into his briefcase, and flashed five crisp Franklins. 

Izzy took a drag on his cigarette. Five hundred smackers. Loose change on most days, but today was an 
exception He was broke. He lost his only source of income. Slash and Steven didn't have a dime to their names 


and they were all depending on Duff to feed them. No shows until next month. Axl on the brink of starvation 


No money for booze or dope or guitar strings. That's life, Izzy mused, a chain reaction of fucked up collisions. 
"Six hundred," he muttered. 

"Wow, 600 bucks for letting me blow you? That's some big kahunas you have," the man spluttered. "As it so 
happens, sucking on tender balls is one of my favorite things. Okay kid, I'll pay you the money you want. But 
you better fucking come hard and thick in my mouth and make it worth my while. Do we have a deal?" 

Izzy stared at him. 


How the fuck was he going to come with that grotesque man lapping at his junk? 


"My proposition has a statute of limitations." 


"Gimmie the cash," Izzy hissed. 

"rll give you 300 now and the rest after you've busted your nut." 

"No deal." 

The man rolled his eyes. "Okay okay, let's do it already. You're getting me so hot." 


A wave of nausea washed over Izzy. He crossed his arms and walked over to a dumpster, settling behind it 
against a brick wall. The man followed and gave Izzy 600 bucks, which he tucked into his jacket. Duff's leather 
jacket. The man dropped to his knees and undid Izzy's zipper, making a low sound in his throat which chilled Izzy. 
As he was engulfed in a soft, fleshly wetness, Izzy let a numb blanket envelop him, pushing away the noise of 
snuffling and slobbering and the trembling that lay beneath his skin He stared at the man's head bobbing up 
and down his cock, reminding him of a pig feeding in a trough, licking and tonging private places as he sank 
deeper into a void. Staring into it, he saw something ugly, dark, and wretched. A demon. Or maybe what he saw 
there was his own face. Izzy couldn't quite tell. The man’s nails dug into his thighs and scraped over his balls. 


Izzy winced but the man didn't seem to give a fuck. 


"Mmm," he rolled Izzy's soft cock over his pudgy cheeks and swollen lips. "You're not getting hard, kid. We had 
a deal. You better start enjoying this." 


"Quit scratching me then," Izzy gritted. 


"You don't like it rough?" the man grazed his teeth over Izzy's cock. "Boohoo. I'm paying you a ridiculous 


amount to let me do this so shut the fuck up or I'll bite you." 
Izzy jerked his head against the wall and groaned. 
"Okay look, I'll be gentle. Build up momentum. But you better fucking come." 


The man swept his tongue over Izzy's balls and then spread his ass and tongue-fucked the puckered hole. Izzy 
bit his lips and tried to will himself to relax, severing the emotional cord to escape the bile and shame that 


silently slithered through his head. 


He took a couple of deep breaths and let his mind wander, a soft lens focus to another time and another place, 
and all of a sudden Izzy was out of the alley and swathed in memories. He imagined dry, crisp leaves and 
deciduous fragrant shrubs. He imagined the soft mahogany of a new electro-acoustic and the scent of an old 
leather jacket. He imagined soft, blond curls and long fingers coiling around a Fender bass. Izzy's breath hitched 
and he licked his lips. He imagined the warmest, most seductive smile, and strong arms wrapping around him 
and touching his skin. The man made a gurgling, satisfied sound at the hardening cock in his mouth, and before 
long Izzy was lost in a familiar fantasy of Duff. Kissing, caressing, sucking, fucking. When he came, he came 
hard, but there was no relief, and no redemption, and no light, no light. 


KKK 

Izzy put the steaks on the kitchen worktop and handed the cash to Duff 

Slash's eyes lit up. "Dude, we can get Gibson strings and picks with that kind of dough!" 
"Yeah," Izzy said distractedly 

"Alright," Slash enthused. "We're gonna rock out with our cocks out!" 

Duff laughed ard inspected the steaks. "Shit, we haven't eaten this well in~" 

"We've never fuckin’ eaten this well," Slash elbowed Izzy. 


"How's he doing?" Izzy motioned to Axl, who was still lying in the same spot on the carpet, although he 


appeared to be sleeping now. 


Slash shook his head. "He ain't talking. But let's see what happens when Duff grills these babies. You know Ax, 


he cant resist a good steak" 

Duff smirked. "So I'm cooking them, huh?" 

"You're the chef around here, dude. If you want," Slash prodded the meat. "I can-' 
"Hell nol" Duff looked horrified. "Get the fuck outta my kitchen" 


Slash cracked open a beer. "Like, | dunno what it is about me that suggests disaster and incompetence in the 


kitchen, but whatever man, suit yourself" 
Duff looked at Izzy. "You okay?" 

Izzy shivered and met his gaze. "Gonna hit the shower: 

"Waits" Duff grinned. “So you sold all three grams of blow? Fuck, that's incredible" 
Slash gaped. "In one afternoon? What did you do, hit UCLA 

"Some dude bought it all for his band," Izzy turned to leave 

"Don't you wanna eat first? IIl take a sec to grill the steaks” 


‘lm not hungry. Don't wait on me." 


Duff frowned. "Are you sure?" 
"Axl needs to eat now, Duff" 


eR 


Something didn't sit well with Duff. But he agreed with Izzy about the urgency in feeding Axl, and he took extra 
care in preparing the steaks as best he could. It didn't take much, Izzy had purchased the best cuts of beef 
money could buy and Duff took great pleasure in prepping the fillet mignon with a simple rub of oil and 


seasoning. 

Duff put the biggest steak on a plate near Axl. 

Axl sniffed. 

Slash pushed the plate nearer. 

Axl sniffed again. 

Duff giggled. 

Axl looked at Duff, and then at Slash, and a small smile stretched his lips. 

RK 

Izzy cooked up a fix and wondered whether there was any shame in evil, any disgrace in self-loathing. He 
considered these devils angels, for without them he would have never disappeared into music and all the mad 
intensities that made him the man he was. He looked at Duff, and his heart throbbed in his chest. He had 
never felt worthy of him. It was moments likes these when Izzy hated himself, hated the world around him, 
and yet craved a strange soft fulfilment of some ideal, something tender and precious captured in a few brief 
moments in time, followed by a blessed eternity of silence. 

Duff watched him tie a cord around his arm. 

"Getting dope sick, huh?" 

Izzy nodded. 

Duff's gaze wandered to Izzy's rucksack. It was open and inside he spotted a few cylinders of foiled-wrapped 


cocaine. His eyes narrowed. He knew that each cylinder contained half a gram of coke. The same coke Izzy said 


he had sold. 


"lo 


"Yep." 
When Duff didn't say anything, Izzy met his gaze. "What?" 
Duff grabbed one of the cylinders. "Why'd you lie about selling all the coke?" 


Izzy tapped the syringe to release the air bubbles. "It's just some freebase to tie us over until we can afford 
something better." 


"| don't believe you." 

Izzy shrugged. "I'm fresh out of fucks to give.” 

He drew blood into the syringe and pushed the plunger down. 

Duff watched his body sink deeper and deeper into the mattress, his face a smooth canvas of quiet rapture. 
Izzy fell to the earth, abandoning all idea of resistance or even flight. He shut his eyes so as not to see the 
dark stabbing into him, which nevertheless forced its way under his lids and down his spine, enveloping his 
body, the hairs of which stood up on end in pools of cold sweat. An age that lasted an hour went by, and when 
he awoke with a shudder, he looked into Duffs eyes. A warm feeling comforted Izzy, as if a blanket were 
wrapping its soft layers around his heart and nuzzling him snuggly. 


"Whatcha doing here?" 


Duff smoothed his thumb under Izzy's eyes. "| never left." 


